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Abstract
The room was close and humid...
Tropical 
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THE room was close and humid. A gust hit against the north-east corner of the house and rattled the window glass in 
spite of the heavy storm shutters. The flat voice of the weather 
man droned out of the radio, "Hurricane warnings are posted 
from the Bahamas to West Palm Beach. Observe full precau-
tions. Winds in the Miami area have now reached a velocity of 
seventy-five miles per hour with gusts up to one hundred and 
ten miles per hour. The storm center is expected to pass over 
Miami at approximately noon today. This is the 10 A.M. 
weather report. We will continue broadcasting every half hour. 
Stand by for further information. Repeating: Hurricane warn-
ings . . ." 
Mrs. Arnold reached up quickly and switched the dial to low. 
Her eyes darted back to where her husband sat resting on the 
studio couch. "Bill," she said in a voice tighter than usual. 
"You'd better look at the kerosene stove again. We want to be 
able to fix lunch when the electricity goes off." Mr. Arnold 
nodded, but stayed as he was. 
Oh, let him alone, Elaine thought. The poor guy's been 
racing around like mad getting the office and the house boarded 
up. She was tired herself. 
"Why don't you sit down and rest a minute, too, Mom?" she 
suggested. "We've got cold cuts in the refrigerator. We'll eat." 
"The refrigerator will just go off with the electricity." Mrs. 
Arnold sat down on the corner of the couch. She picked up the 
Saturday Evening Post and put it in her lap, riffling the pages 
without looking at it. "Bill!" she said more sharply. Her voice 
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sounded as if it might break. "Bill, why don't you see about 
the stove?" 
He opened his eyes with a start and rubbed his whiskers with 
one hand. "Hmph?" he grunted half in comment, half question. 
He blinked into the light from the reading lamp. 
"The stove," she reminded him. 
"I took care of it last night, dear." 
"Are you sure it's all right?" 
"I'll take another look. The power seems low already." He 
flicked the dining room light on and off as he went out. 
Elaine flung one leg over the arm of her chair and slammed 
her college catalogue shut. The sound was lost as another gust 
rattled the house. There was really nothing to do during a hur-
ricane. Either you went to a friend's house and played bridge, 
or you got drunk, or you just sat like the Arnolds and got on 
each other's nerves. There was Mom, sitting—riffling the pages 
of a magazine and staring at her with eyes that were too bright 
and looked through her instead of at her. It was the storm that 
affected her, Elaine thought. Storms always made Mom nervous. 
Up to the last few days she really had seemed better. Probably 
wouldn't need that operation that had been the cause of Elaine's 
staying home from college for the past three months. 
"Say, Mom, did I tell you—in the letter I had from Dot yester-
day she said the four of us get to live in the corner suite we had 
spotted last year." Elaine grinned a little ruefully and ran a 
fingernail up and down a ridge in the lamp stand. "They say 
they'll forgive me for being a mere first quarter sophomore if I 
don't run around obviously dragging my anchor." 
Mrs. Arnold flicked a smile obligingly on, but it faded off 
immediately. 
"Did Mrs. Thomas bring back my small suitcase? I have to 
pack early if I'm going to take the Friday morning train. I think 
I'll carry that bag and check everything else on my ticket." 
Mrs. Arnold stared straight at Elaine this time. She took a 
deep breath and sat tensely a second, apparently not breathing. 
"I don't think I'll have you go back to school this quarter." Her 
voice did break this time. The sound of it sat in the closed room 
and the wind howled by outside. 
Elaine's fingernail stopped in its path. She concentrated on it, 
the back of her eyes growing hard-packed with tears. Here it was 
again. Orders—as if she were a child. No one had asked her. No 
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one had even mentioned to her that she might have to stay home 
another quarter. All her plans to leave Friday—the train schedule, 
the room, the kids. She felt herself beginning to tremble all over 
and tried to stop by bracing her elbow against the chair. She 
swallowed to steady her voice, swallowed again. "Why?" It 
sounded like someone a long way off. 
Mrs. Arnold heard even above the wind. She seemed to be 
expecting it. Her tone was defensive. "I just don't think I can 
get along without you, Elaine—here in the house all day long by 
myself. If anything should happen I wouldn't be able to do any-
thing. Your Dad's office is so far away—and most of the neigh-
bors work." Her voice trailed off shakily. 
"But there's the telephone," Elaine groped for the obvious, 
"and you have the car here all the time." 
"But I might not be able to get anywhere in time." Her voice 
was high again. It broke in self-pity. 
Good Lord! Elaine thought, forgetting her own misery. She's 
scared. She's downright deathly afraid. A wave of sympathy 
swept over her, left her limp after the trembling. She spoke more 
softly, "What about the operation, Mom? Wasn't that supposed 
to take care of everything? How come you haven't gone ahead 
with it like you'd planned? You said last summer that's why I 
was to stay at home." 
Mrs. Arnold's glance darted from Elaine to the radio, to her 
lap, toward the dining room door through which her husband 
had gone. She clamped her jaws together, said nothing. The 
wind wailed over and around the house, wavering, rising higher. 
Elaine waited for an answer. She tried again, her throat tighten-
ing up as she talked. "Are you going to have Dr. Hall?" 
Mrs. Arnold clutched the magazine with both hands. "I de-
cided not to have the operation. Mrs. Thomas has had so much 
trouble since hers. You can't tell what you're going to be like 
afterward." She was crying now, hanging onto the magazine. 
"I just can't face it. I'd rather not." 
Elaine looked dully at the crack of grey light showing through 
the storm shutter beside her mother's head. She was swamped. 
Pity for her mother and pity for her own situation pounded her 
from opposite sides. A movement from the dining room caught 
her eye. Her father stood in the doorway, his kind eyes troubled 
by what they saw. 
Mrs. Arnold gave a quick sniff, rose jerkily, and headed rather 
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blindly for the bedroom. She closed the door behind her after 
a reproachful survey of the living room. 
Elaine looked back at her Dad. He was silent, but heaved a 
sigh—inaudible because of the gale—and looked down at his 
soot and kerosene-streaked hands, turning them over slowly in 
front of him. Then he went through the hallway and into the 
bathroom. Elaine watched his shadow on the hallway floor as he 
dug into the shelf for a clean towel. It was like him not to blow 
up at her for causing a row. He'd take his time and talk it out 
reasonably. But there wasn't any reason to this. It wasn't fair-
not fair at all. She shouldn't have to be tied to anyone's apron 
strings when she was nineteen. 
Without warning the lights went dim, flared on again, then 
went off completely. "Elaine," her father's voice called from the 
hall. "Do you know where your mother put the candles?" 
She unfolded herself from the chair, shoving her book under-
neath, where it would be easy to find, but wouldn't get stepped 
on in the dark. "I think so." She passed the closed bedroom door 
to the bookcase. "They should be here in the cabinet, Dad. Got 
a light with you?" She found the candles and waited as he 
scratched a match against the folder. "I don't know where the 
holders are." 
He lit two of the candles. "We'll put them in saucers," he 
suggested. 
The house was gloomy as they moved toward the kitchen. 
Even the white walls looked grey, and the light from the candles 
added little to the dark-grey light from the outside. It seemed 
that the shrieking wind would carry the house away. It had 
reached a steady high pitch, hardly varying now for gusts. Elaine 
looked at the kitchen clock. It had stopped at quarter of 
twelve. "Must be near the center," she said loudly, forcing the 
conversation. Her father only nodded and reached for two 
saucers. They held the candles nearly upside down, letting the 
wax drip over a small section in the center. 
Elaine jabbed her candle down, waited for it to cool, then 
turned the faucet on to wash her hands. Darn! No water. Of 
course, the power was off. She chipped the wax off her fingers 
and wondered when her Dad would say something. 
He set his candle aside and opened the back door. Over his 
shoulder Elaine saw the trees in the back yard whipped by the 
wind and doubled over to the ground. Directly overhead were 
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the storm clouds, but from the southeast a clear patch of bril-
liant blue sky was moving in. The wind died abruptly. The calm 
had arrived. 
They stepped out into the yard. To all appearances the day 
could have been a sunny, fine-weather one. But the sunshine 
was carried through a clammy atmosphere. It was sticky and 
hot, almost as oppressive as the house. 
Her father examined a beaten branch of a young orange tree. 
He cleared his throat before he spoke. "You shouldn't fight with 
your mother, you know, the way you did today. It upsets her." 
His tone was persuasive, matter-of-fact. 
"But I don't want to fight about things any more than she 
does." Elaine was defensive. She felt her throat tightening. 
"She just . . . ," the words weren't coming out, so she started 
over. "She just told me she wanted me to stay home from college 
again this quarter. The wet leaves blurred together. "I said I'd 
stay before, so she could have the operation. But she didn't. 
And now just when I'm ready to go back again, I'm told I can't." 
Elaine swallowed her sobs, but tears ran unchecked down both 
cheeks, settling saltily in the corners of her mouth as she talked. 
"I don't see why I can't go back." 
He thrust his hands in his pockets and twisted around to cough. 
He looked off toward the receding rain. "You wouldn't want to 
leave when you're needed at home." 
"But I'm not needed." 
"Look at it from my standpoint. I can't look after Mom while 
I'm working, and if I have to pay someone to stay with her, I 
can't afford that and college too." His tone might have been 
apologetic—but it wasn't. He was putting his cards on the table. 
Elaine knew then that she was beaten. "OK." She spoke 
flatly. "You win this round." 
His voice cut through the borders of her misery. "I didn't 
know we were fighting." 
"I was." The futility of defeat was in the two words. She 
jerked a leaf off the orange tree and snapped it across the stem. 
It smelled pungent. She sniffed forcefully and discovered she had 
to blow her nose. "Got a handkerchief?" 
He pulled out a rumpled white one. "We'd better go in." 
The candles flickered apologetically. After the bright sunlight 
they were the only things visible in the dark kitchen. Elaine held 
one light up and looked in the cupboard. "We could have soup." 
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She really wasn't interested, but they might as well eat. "Is that 
all right with you?" 
"Suits me." 
Elaine examined the labels again. Chicken and noodle, 
tomato, vegetable. "If you want to light the stove, I'll go ask 
Mom what kind she wants." 
Elaine walked through the living room and turned the door 
knob quietly. Mom might have fallen asleep since the wind 
stopped. The door sighed a little on its hinges as she stepped 
inside. In the half light she could see her mother stretched out 
on her back, one arm up over her eyes, the other hand covering 
a soggy handkerchief. 
"Mom," Elaine said softly to see if she was awake. A spas-
modic jerk of the hand over the handkerchief was her only 
answer. "Mom, what kind of soup would you like?" Silence. 
"There's tomato, or chicken and noodle, or vegetable." 
Mrs. Arnold turned her head away toward the wall, an arm 
still settled across her eyes. Her voice was wavering and apa-
thetic. "I don't feel like eating anything." 
"If you have a headache I could fix tea," Elaine volunteered. 
"You don't need to fix anything, thank you." Her voice was 
fainter and higher than before. 
Elaine stood a minute, then knowing it was useless to try any 
more, she eased the door shut and returned to the kitchen. Her 
father had the stove, going. He looked up questioningly. 
"She doesn't feel like eating." 
"Maybe she'd drink some tea," he suggested. 
Elaine shook her head. "I asked her. You'd rather have tomato, 
wouldn't you, Dad?" 
"Doesn't matter." He adjusted the wick and started to leave. 
"Doesn't matter to me either." She took down the can labeled 
"tomato" and opened the refrigerator for milk. It was even 
darker inside, and she almost upset the catsup. Darn! she 
thought, but was too discouraged to say it. 
Her father reappeared. He rummaged in the cupboard, came 
up with a saucepan. 
"I've got a pan for the soup, Dad. Thanks anyway." 
He made no move to replace it, but brought the water jar 
from the refrigerator and half-filled the pan. Elaine watched. 
He searched the top shelf as he spoke. "Mom thought maybe she 
could drink a little tea with some toast." 
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"But when I . . ." She stopped. It was no use. This was 
something she couldn't fight. She was lost before she started. 
She jammed the can-opener against the ridged top and chewed 
her lower lip. "Dad." She asked for one ally. "Dad, can I go 
back to school next quarter for sure?" 
"I think you can count on it." It amounted to a promise from 
him. 
"When I go," she braced herself for the stand she was taking, 
"I don't think I'll come home vacations." 
He was silent. The stocky shoulders drooped imperceptibly 
with more than a physical tiredness. "I'm sorry you feel that 
way," he said. 
No arguments. No demands. But suddenly Elaine felt sadder 
than at any time before. It was a losing game for everyone—and 
there was no easy way out—only the least bad. To pull away—to 
be herself—it was impossible without hurting everyone—even her-
self. But she knew that somehow it would have to be done. It 
would take time and maybe stubbornness. And patience. 
A blast of wind against the southeast corner of the house 
roused her from her thoughts. The other half of the hurricane 
was upon them. Elaine glanced at the tray her father had ready. 
"You forgot the lemon," she pointed out loudly. "Go ahead," 
as he made a movement to set the tray down. "Go ahead. I can 
bring it." 
"Check." He paused at the door. "I appreciate your staying, 
Kid." The way he said "Kid" took any belittling out of it, met 
her on a common ground. "It'll be a big help to me right now. 
And don't worry about college. We'll swing it." 
"Check," she said, and managed a small grin. It sealed an 
unwritten agreement, one that would hold for a long time. She 
was without experience, or the money, or the sureness in her-
self to strike out on her own. But the way would come. She 
wouldn't stay tied down forever. 
IMAGES / . 
At the rushing party Ann perched enthroned on the stiff rose 
plush chair. At her feet clustered the languid sorority girls who 
glinted up at her methodically with metallic sweetness. She 
thought about a peeled onion alone on a polished platter. 
Harts Kramer 
